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PREFACE. 



From the indulgent remarks bestowed upop his former 
Pablicationy the author has been tempted to offier to 
Subscribers the same limited impression* of the few 
following Poems. And here he stops: well knowing 
that the Sohs of any but a first rate Performer may be 
too often repeated. 



* 150 Copies. 
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POEMS. 



THE GENIUS. 



J. HERB was a youthy who wander'd wild. 
When the ruddy face of morniDg smil'dy 
Over the plain, and through the glade. 
Brushing the dew from the emerald blade; 
Breaking the gems, that night had spread 
To greet fair day on the mountain's head ; 
Shaking the pearls from the blossom'd thorn, 
That darkness hung to deck the mom. 
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He wander'd thus o'er steep and dell. 
Till he reach'd the hermit's Ipnf lj{ cell. 
That cell was deem'd a magic place ; 

For sounds were heard, and sights were seen. 

When twilight glimmer'd on the green. 
That suited not with earthly rao^. 
And through the neighbouring plains it ran. 

That he, who pac'd its rocky floor. 

No shape of mortal lineage wore. 
But, victim of a dreadful ban, 

Mew'd, ba]:k'd, or hoit^Pd t>j^i<^.th(^ door. 
That when the moonlight slept serene 

Upon the current gliding by. 
He, headless, shapeless, had been seen 
To flit along the shaflpwy green. 

Or o'er that brigbten'd, streaifi to fly. 



The stripling was devoid of fears. 
Of courage &r beyond bis jedrs. 
Of soul that never stoop'd its wing 
To forms of fancy's fbsbionibg. 
He now approach'd that tocky cell. 
That fronted up the narrow dell, 
Where oak its giant atttlers flung 

Across the stream that stole bel<)w, 
And silv'ry birch its light t#ig8 hung 
The stronger statelier t^ees aniong. 

That saw that stream in silence flow. 
And rough-leav'd hazle dwelt around. 
And dropt its fruit tipon the ground; 
No pilfering school-boy trod the green, 
To break the slumbers of the scene, 
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Nor elder footstep journey'd near, 



Without short prayer, the child of fear. 
Before him rose the rocky wall. 

Within whose grey and solid base 
He, who could weaker souls ^pall. 

Had delv'd his tranquil resting-place ; 
Had scoop*d a low and dismal den. 
Where, from the clash of fellow n|en, 
He strove to find repose again. 
Ha ! thought the youth, I oft have heard 

This cavern call'd a place of sin ; 
And many a strange and fearful word 

Hath rung of him who dwells within. 
But I have ever liv'd in pray'r, 
•—Thanks to a parent's loving care ! 



And trusted in the grace of heaven. 

That all my sins might be forgiven; 

That he, to whom my spirit rose. 

Would guard my step fbom earthly woes. 

Then shall I hail, when wand'ring here. 

Perhaps imaginary fear i 

No ; — Heaven may grant this tongue to tell 

Such truths as shaU all doubt dispel. 

And clothe the tenant of the place 

In earthly form, and human face. 

As thus he thought, his step was tum'd 

To the cavern's grated door, 
And his cheek with bright impatience bum'd 

Its passage to explore : 
When, as he trod the lonely strath, 
A stranger stood before his path. 
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A stranger stood^ a mtti of lights 

For his garments were aQ pearl/ trtitet 

His brow a chasten'd spletiddf shed« 

And flaxen ringlets grac'd bis heid. 

And sweetly spoke his eye of blue, 

And round a winning softness threw* 

''I know thee/' said he, '^thou darling yomfa, 

** Thy thoughts all flow froas the sfarbe of trutkt 

^' Thou shalt approach the grate with me, 

** And this wight of woe thy lefiMHtf tfhall be$ 

*< Ah ! more to be moum*d than shimn'd k he ?* 

He took the stripling by the handy 

— ^Who could such imHA grace witintand f-^ 

He led him to the cavern's door. 

And bid his eye its dcpth» eacptore. 



The yoath look'd iii,«->4iQd saw a hall 

Hung with gorgeous drapery; 
Mirrors grac'd the paioted wall^ 

Reflecting ftces iair to see ; 

There was a beaateoua compaDy 
Of females,^ iu attendance all 
Upon a child of pamper'd mien. 
Who lay, the monarch of t)ie scene* 
Some brought toys, and sweetmeal^ somer 

To still his loud and jQretful cryt 
Successfidly; — a moment duipb, 

The urchin laid his anger by. 

Again burst forth impatience high; 
Again, with glance uneasy voipd,, 
They strove to check the tprturii^ sound. 
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— The youth disgusted turn'd aside. 

And dius his bright conductor cried : 

** This is the path, that in wilfulness shewn, 

** Leads to the footstool of misery's throne. 

'*The morn of indulgence full brightly may glow, 

"But it sets in the nightfall of penance and woe.^' 

Again he bade the youth behold, 

And read in mind the story told. 

He lookM again. — Two striplings strayed 

Beneath an alley's pleasant shade. 

Two friends they seem'd, and arm in arm 

They tasted friendship's morning charm : 

Then glows that charm in all its pow'r, 

Never surpass'd in after hour. 

Then hearts are gay, and thoughts are free. 

Nor clogged by life's despondency. 
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One wore the features of the child^ 

Who in that hall of grandeur lay ; 
On whose pale brow, save when he smil'df 

A frown still mark'd its secret sway. 
His fellow was of aspect mild 

And open, as the break of day« 

And oft, when short contention grew^ 
And stormy looks the other threw. 
He yielded, with afiection true. 
At length they left that shady ground. 
And the youth gaz'd in silence round. 
** O sweet is the time," his conductor then spoke, 
'* When youths draw together, with friendship the yoke ! 

m 

** But oft must the temper with pliancy bend 
To the feelings, the habits, the good of a friend. 
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** The trial is short, but the conquest is sure, 

'^ And the bliss of their lives is the meed they secure." 

He look'd again. — A pillar'd pile 

Was lighted through each lengthening aisle. 

And, at the sacred altar placed, 

The priest the holy book uncased. 

And at th^ sacred altar dbione 

A pair, were rich in lore alone. 

But since in earth's possessions strong, 

Their hours in joy must flow along. 

He now in blooming manhood sniil'd. 

Who lay a restless, wayward child; 

And by his sid^ a blushing maid 

Her aw'd and yidding heart (ksplayM. 

Oh ! she was fair !^ — ^the stamp she bore 

Of him, the valued friend before. 
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Now wanner grown, since manhood's day 

Had rivetted a&ction's sway* 

He too was there, and oft the smile 

A sister's tremblings would beguile : 

And a bright fair, of bolder mien. 

Was there, partaker of tfie scen^. 

The priest performed the hfdlqwed rite, 

— The rite of bliss or mi6ery,r* 

The book was clos'd ; their footsteps light 

Died in faint echoes speedily* 

The youth here tum'd, with tranquil air, 

And gaz'd upon that stranger fair: 

** There never was heart more loving," he cried, 

** Than the heart of that too too trusting bride. 

** There never was faith more lost and gone, 

** Than the &ith that it fondly leans upon. 
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^* Better were death, in the nuptial day, 
** Than the torment that eats a heart away. 
** But turn again, and thou shalt see 
** What the riddle means, that I read to thee." 
The youth again the cavern view'd: — 

It was a chamber large and &ir. 
No walls were seen of fashion rude. 

But all was light and splendor there : 
And in tt sat that gentle one. 
That lovely lady, all alone* 
But O hpw changed her form and face ! 

Hollow and tearful was her eye ; 
Yet dwelt a melancholy grace 

In every tear, in every sigh : 
As, with her head upon her hand. 
She ponder'd oo life's ebbing sand. 
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The door undos'd, and in he came, 

Who pledged her in that sacred hour. 
When love, enshrin'd in hearts of flame. 

Displays the glories of his pow'r. 
She rais'd her head,--a smile in vain 
Fix'd on her lip ; it fled again. 
As transient as the watry ray. 
That beams upon a winter's day. 
But who is she, the haughty &ir. 
That comes with bold triumphant air ? 
She steps in splendor by his side 
Like a majestic eastern bride ? 
Ha ! — ^is it not that female friend. 
Who saw their fortunes sweetly blend, 
When at the altar's foot the priest 
Their means of happiness increased ? 
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'Tis she : — but comes she Ihca in paw'r 

To lord it o'er a droo^nng fiow'r? 

Alasl that human hearts should grovir 

To gather sport from human woe ! 

That he, who in that holy.nare 

Vow'd to protect, to love, to save^ 

Should aid the partner of his vice 

In offisring up her sacrifice! 

— He could not gaze ; his bosom buru'd. 

With glowing cheek the stripling tuni'd« 

** Deep tolls the bell/' his conductor then said, 

*<It toUs for the saint that now drops to the dead. 

** Vicci that was cradled, hath grown from its birth, 

** And rears its dark head on. the bosom of eairth: 

** Awhile shall it stalk to completion of crimen 

** And triumph o'er all, but fulfifanent of time.' 
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Again he bade the yeoUi bdiold 
The lights, that cavem could mifdd. 
The youth reluctant turn'dy^to 8)py 
A funeral sweeping slowly by. ' 
Her funeral 'twas ; that drooping saint 

Had reach'd the end of all her woe<: 
And as the choral voices fldnt 

Together sank in sdenm close. 
The last low echoes, as they dHed;- 
Seem'd as if kindred mintB niplfed; 
And he of brow so nuid afad fiur, ' 
The brother, was a mourner there: 
But now that brow with cam wai firaught, 
And that mild eye waa fis'd'inf tluMi^t; 
The manly tear, his cheek tUit oroat, 
In deeper feeling nosr was'lost. 
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— Why stays the sad prooosiimi? why 
That short, convulsed, indigaant cry} 
Can it be possible, that he. 
Who at yon altar bent the knee. 
Can thus appear, in crime secur^f 
And flaunt it with his paraoaour ; 
To grace with jests the funeral knell 
Of one, who lov'd him— but too well t 
It is, it is ! — Justice supreme, 
Where is thy lightnmg's Tivid beam} 
It sleeps ; — thy arm is skmly bat'd. 
But vice shidl meet with its reward. 
'Tishe; andlo! that flushing cheek. 
That glassy eye, and gesture weak 
Proclaim that an immortal soul 
Was sunk within the midni^t bowl. 
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The brother gaz'd :<— diat eye lo mild 
Now glow'd with indignation wild ; 
He sprang before the mournful van, 
« — ^Lead hence this miserable nlan^^ 
" O lost to virtue's hoiy light ! 
** Go; — shock me not with such a sight*" 
The staggering wretch in finry tum'd. 
The demon in his bosom bum'd» 
And nerv'd his frame with impulse new; 
A dagger from his vest he drew. 
And rush'd upon ttiat only friend 
Who ever strove his heart to mend. 
The brother fell ;^-the assassin fled ;-^ 
The youth here tum'd away his head. 
His eye quick sign of fiseling bore. 
His brow a shade of anguish wore. 
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<<'Ti8 done/' cried the bright one, ^'thy crimes arie 

complete, 
** And the friend of thy bosom now writhes at tlqr feet. 
<< He shall tranquilly sleep, till awakened to bliss, 
** But thme eyelids no balm-brealhing slumber shall kiss. 
** Thy heart shall be cold, and thy brain shall be dry, 
** ^d the strange forms of &itasy round thee shall fiy 
Again he urg'd the youth to gaze. 
And study Heaven's all-righteous ways. 
The youth look'd in. — ^A grated room 
Almost approach'd to dungeon gloom. 
And, on a bed of straw reclin'd, 
A wretched maniac was confined : 
And practised eye could scarcely trace 
A gleam of that expressive fiice, 
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Xhaty seen from pamper'd childhood's day. 

O'er memory held imperious sway. 

A chain his wasted body bomid 

To the dark walls, that hemm'd him round. 

Wa hollow eye shot gleams of light, 

Like short-liv'd meteors of the night. 

It was a fearful thing to view 

The gaze on vacancy he threw. 

When fancy's forms before him stood* 

With threatening scowl, and bath'd in blood : 

Around he wav'd his meagre arms, 

And shook, and howPd with dire alarms; 

Whilst the shrill cadence of his chain 

Smote on the ear witli double pain, 

I cannot look," the stripling cried, 

As horror-struck he tum'd asidCf 
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** Behold/' said his guardiaoy '* the poisonous firuit 

** That the tree of life bears, when blood waters its root 

^'Lo! the tempests of conscience tremendously roll, 

" And shake to its centre the orb of the soul: 

^' But again shall that ray of divinity beam, 

^^ And mercy shall flow in a health-giving stream. 

"Look once again," he mildly said; 

The youth obedient turn'd his head. 

Again approach'd the grated door, 

And gaz'd attentive as before. 

But now he saw, or seemed to see 

That cell in its reality. 

Its walls of stone were damp and green ; 

Large drops upon its roof were seen ; 

And on its floor, as wet and chill 

As bed of subterraneous rill, 
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Before a crucifix <^ wood 
The hermit knelt in humble mood. 
His arms were crast up<m his breait. 
Deep sighs his penitence exprest; 
His quivering lip, and bending air 
Seem'd breathing fearfully a pray'r. 
But for his gown of darkest dye» 

■ 

And alter'd feeling of his eye. 

And absence of that ponderous chain. 

He seem'd the maniac o'er again* 

The youth gaz'd on, and scarce believ'd. 

That fancy now his glance deceived; 

No fiction here could rest,— the cell 

Accorded with the scene so well. 

At length he tum'd, and anxious ey'd 

The smiling guardian at his side. 
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** Thou art right/' said the genius, **do fiction is bete; 

** The penance i» earthly, and true is the tear, 

** This cell is the scene where such penance shall ceaae, 

** And death shall receive him to mansions of peace. 

** Thou hast viewed him through fiife, diou hast witneaa'd 

the flow 

** Of a will uncontroul'd; — 'tis to guilt and to woe* 

a 
** With such, — when ye fondly presume on the best, — 

** Lo ! love is pollution, and friendship a jest : 

^* It can trample on kindness that twines round the heart* 

** But it barbs for its own erring bosom the dart!" 

He took the stripling by the hand, 

And with a smile,— as noon-day bright. 
When summer's blossom crowns the land, — 

He vanished from his wond'ring sight. 
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But these sweet tones still hung in air, 
— Adieu, dear youth ; be good as fair. 
Revere the lesscm taught by me ; 

** It is thy Grenius tutors thee.'' 

The youth roam'd back through flow'ry ways. 

And liv'd — ^with every good man's praise. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 



a 



Taust not those tresses, 

Like tendrils of gold : 
He» who professes 

Love uncontroul'd, 
Kneels for a season. 

Hoodwinked and blind, 
Till light of reason 

Dawns in his mind. 
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Captive to features 

Beaming and gay, 
—Like starry meteorsi 

Leading astray, — 
Shall you for ever 

Call him your own ? 

Faithful, where never 

Union was known ? 



Beauty, that blushes 
Bright on the plaim 

« 

Young blood, that rushes 

Warm through the veins- 
Dimness inherits ; 
Lingers at last ; 
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But mental merits 

Bloom through the blast. 
He, whom they fetter^ 

Lives not a slave : 
Kinder and better. 

E'en to the grave : 
Features and tresses 

Fade like a dream ; 
Grentleness blesses 

To life's latest gleam. 



Then value not blindly 
Those tendrils of g(^d; 

And think not too kindly 
Of vowsy oflen told: 



«7 

Like wav^ of the ocean, 
The tongues of the vain 

Are ever in motion 
To sneer and to fain. 



Bugles when sounded, 

Startle the deer ; 
Towns, when surrounded, 

Stratagems fbar : 
Then watch well the lover $ 

True to your task. 
You may discover 

The string of his mask. 
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THE PARTING. 



Go,— -since I may not detain theei 
Yet still on that face would I dwell: 

Some happier mortal may gain thee, 
But ah ! will he love thee as well? 



Go, — ^where thy fancy may lead thee, 

It never can lead thee to ill: 
Long have I gloried to read thee, 

— Thou art pure as the dew on the hill. 
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Bright be thy brow, and before it 
Be every heart mild as the dove ; 

Should a shade of distress e'er come o'er it. 
Let it be when thou think'st on my love. 

Few be the tears that thou sheddest, 
— ^But no ; thou shalt not weep for me ! 

Pleasure shall bloom where thou treadest. 
And mine be the sorrow-— for thee. 



Goy — ^where the turf is the greenest. 

Where flower's shall spring up in thy way ; 

Where the dime and the sky are serenest ; t 
For thine should be Heaven's dearest day. 
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Kind be the looics, that flhali meet thee. 
And smiles m thy presence be shown^ - 

S(^ be the words, that shall greet thee; ' 
—But ne'er can tbty melt like thy owb. ' 

Should the wild harp chase thy slumbtoy- ' 

Or poesy bend at thy shrine. 
Think then of my indc^nt numbers; 

—I sangy but the merit was thine. 

This hour of the twi%ht shall 'ev^ • 
Be stampt iiith remembrance of thee ; 

Have I caus'd thee a tear, love^ Oh neverl 
— That thouf^t aU my comfort wHi be. 
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Yet how shall I wander without theOf 
And live on thy £onn in my heart ? 

*— Oh ! bear not my sadness abont thee. 
But smiley-— *or we neter can part. 



There may not a beauty come near me. 
But thou wilt be caUed to my yiew; 

Nay, the smilety that 9aee destined to cheer me. 
Will tell hew my happiness flew. 

Go, — and the blessings olHeafeDy 
The greatest that flow flrom above, 

Be all to my orisbns given, 

And shower'd upon he^ that I Iove« 
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THE LARK. 
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Hark ! — the lark 
So sweetly singiiig : 
His upward way» 
To hail the day» 
Through mid-air winging. 
Now he carols a roundel clear; 
No trouble he know89--4br no hawk is near. 
NoWy like a speck, he hangs on high. 
Cheering with song both earth and sky ; 
He tastes his joys, like a spirit of light 
EscapM from the fears and the gloom of night. 
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There is a bliss the bosom feels. 

When from earth the footstep steals. 

And even from such pigmy towers 

As mark the range of human powers, 

Doth not the soul expansive swell. 

As on the scenes beneath we dwell ? 

We seem as though our station fair 

Was then above all mortal care ; 

As though, in pride, we lefl our woe 

A legacy to those below. 

But if, while still enchain'd to earth. 

The bosom can call such bliss to birth, 

Oh ! how shall we feel, in that destin'd day, 

When the spirit escapes from its bonds of day ? 

When, from this worldly lazar-house free, 

It rises, O Father of all ! to thee? 
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THE OLD MAID AND HER CATS. 



In a fiimily mansion that look'd o'er the Dee, 
Dwelt Miss Grizzy GoHghtlyi just turned sixty three ; 
The last of a race, who in habits and fame 
Had gone lightly through life, as inspired by a name. 

No relatives had she, to gape for her pelf, 
So she liv'd at her ease, and took care of herself; 
And of neighbours but few, and those few, I'm afraid, 
Would not stir themselyes much, just to see an old maid. 
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So Miss Grizzy had wisely detennined to try 
For such sociable comfbrts as home could supply : 
And since old was the mansiooy and haunted by rats. 
She had cherish'd a beautiful breed of black cats« 



Her cats were all males; now the reason must be» 
That two of a kind can but seldom agree; 
Just a dozen they were, — with a butler and maid ; 
And behold her establishment, fully pourtray'd ! 



Oh! the sounds were delightful, when dinner came on. 
And they chim'd into concert of mews, one by ope ; 
When they daw'd at the table, with tiger-like eye. 
And she tendecly patted each head, with *< O fie !" 
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Now Death, whcr in discord is ever most busy, 
Had taken a wonderAiI goui for Miss Gmxf ; 
Perhaps he was tir'd c€ this musical hum ; 
HoweTer, her time— «s we caU it— was come. 



One dajy when die dinner was scarcely half o'er. 
And tlie glee of grimalkins was loud as before. 
He entered abruptly ; unfolded the case. 
And hop'd she was fully prepared to say grace. 



The lady was shockM, — as indeed weU she mighty 
For death, with most folks, is a subject of fright,— 
And ownM herself humbly a life in his debt, 
But hop'd he would think her scarce old enoQgfa yet. 



* 
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Would he not be contented just twelve monthi to stay. 
And then he might freely escort her away : 
In the meantime she begg'd heM accept of a cat. 
Just nine liyes for one ;— «nd how liberal was that ! 



Death bow'd, and attempted to smile ; but 'twas plain 
He had long been unus'd to the comical vein ; 
It was more like a grin, that his worship achieved. 
And so thought Miss Grizsy, or I'm much deceived. 

Then he stoop'd, and between his gaunt finger and thumb 
The nearest performer was soon rendered dumb : 
And the short dying notes of convulsion and fear 
Smote awfulfy sad on his mistress's ear. 
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Twelye months glided past:— <afai how quickty thej 

Though the lady had often embodied a sigh. 
And grown pale on recalling thci late conversation, 
Yet the sight of her qats gave her some consolation. 



She thought, that if death could be thus bribed away. 
Deferring for twelve months the much dreaded day, 
She might count on eleven more yean to her 8tore» 
Though lessened in comforts, she priz'd so before. 

Some kittens might soon be procured, to withstand 
The vacancies caus'd by death's merdless hand: 
And ff once the succession unbroken could flow. 
She might add to the term, till it pleas'd her to go* 
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Twelve months glided past. At the moment so pat 
Again entered death ; and was paid with a cat : 
Some sable musician again ceas'd his note. 
As the cold hand of death was applied to his throats 

For four weary years the same drama was acted. 
The tax of a cat every year was exacted : 
She sigh'd as the board its attendants resign'd^ 
She sigh'dy as the strength of the concert declined* 



To the thought of the kittens for aidance she fled, 
They were seen, they were bought, they were housed, 

they were fed ; 
But their gambols were rude, and their notes were too 

clear. 
They prey'd on her nerves, and offended her ear. 
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She dismiss'd them ; — Bat dowa, and fepinmgly saw 
Five more ykld their throats to death's nut-crackin^^ 

claw: 
But he now had contracted the date of his cally 
And the close of six months saw each favourite fiUl. 



At length with grimalkin, the last at the board, 
Shfs sat grave as a mute, and he dull as a lord : 
And each sorrowful look, that she threw on his face, 
Rais'd a mew, that possess'd neither music nor grace. 



Death came, and she gave him the last of the band ; 
And he left her reclining her head on her hand. 
— What will not we do for an hour or two more 
Of a life that we heedlessly wasted before I 
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Miss Grizasy had lingered three months Irom the date. 
When her last furry friend was conaign'd to hi? fkte, 
When she groan'd, as she sat in her high elbow chair, 
And she wished the time o'er, that but doom'd her to care. 



That wish was no sooner pronounc'd, than behold ! 
Death stood by her side, allsabbtiy^and'CoM': 
He grinn'd, — ^bu^ die eiriedi u^t^P^lPd'SC'thetieWy 
Since my comforts are gotie^ yod itany'e^en take me 
too r 
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So fares it with all. Our companioiis aiwuttdy 
The friends of our boylfood, are laid iit- thegtb^Und :< 
We strive to engraft some fresh Buds on the heart ; 
But youtli suits not age,— «i}d' we gladly depctft. 
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THE RAVEN AND THE SCULL. 

A FABJLE* '-''- 
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A Raven sat on a londj jeWf 

SSiaking his plumes, still damp with dew. 

Above a firesh-dug grave: 
And many a glance he downward threw 
And snuff d the breeze that round him blew. 

And a cEoak of pleasure gave. 
That Raven had not broken his &st 
Since tw^dty summer hours had past; 
Though he had flown both &r and near. 
Through noonday brighti and evening clear. 
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There lay a Scull, by the sexton found. 
As he wliiaUtng delv'd the thirsty ground. 

In the narrow home be made : 
And an earth-worm o'er the crumbling mound 
Its slimy progress slowly wound 

To the Scull's attractive shade. 
The Rayen had seen that trailer go. 
And he was soon on the soil below. 
And stood prepared the prize to gain ; 

When from the mouldy ScuU, 

That seem'd so hollow, dark, and dull, 

Arose these accents of disdain. 

** Know you, before whom you stand ? 

** —I was a noble of the land : 

*' One of pedigree and pow'r : 

** Lord of meadow, stream, and tow'r ; 
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" One, who robea of splendor wore ; 

*' One, whom ynsaak j^oiw'd beCbre i" 

<< You may have been dMse, I fioeely allow/' 

The Raven firoak^d hoamdy ; 1* but what are you now ? 

** You may have been handaomeyT-'diottgh I fiaar 

** Few would believe U, who look'd on you here. 

** Then vaunt not yourscdf, o^y empty lBrieild» 

*' For honours, like other things, wiU have an eni. 

« For your ped]gree,rT-f>e|ice to the whumifiyl tma ! 

** And as for your po^^r»7-proteot me this wormiP' 

So saying, w|th his fttHrdy beak 

He roU'd the Scull aside ; 
Eager his slimy prey |o seek> 

That, writhing, died. 
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THE LANDSCAPE. 



Clxar is the air, «a4 wild Ib9 braoM» 
That gently v«y«9 tb99« Aged Ue^ 

And sweeyfi ^^ v^ff^nt tfSiiki 
Yon woodbine lMdg« tbat brf^ae fliq^liw 
With perfume, rick 9» woman'ft 8%h9t 
When love speaks sof^jf fif^m bcir C(y^ 

And through her bosom thrills. 
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How calmly glides the summer's day^ 
When from the son's now fervid ray 

I seek this friendly shade! 
And, as the thoughts snccessife flow. 
O'er the wild landscape spread below, 
My pen attempts, widi earnest glow, 

To tell them ere they ftde* 

As sweetly fidls the morning beam 
Upon yon sportive shallow stream, 

When night's cold breece k gone-^ 
So radiant hope wffl sometines ^fat 
Our pathway with a gleam as bright ; 
Then, wrapt in mdaneholy night, 

We, sighing, journey on. 
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Af chequer'd ib the wide donmia ■ 
So 18 our life> witb Ui8S and pain; 

Now sorrowfuly now gay : 
So are the tempara that we meet, 
The rough, the smooth^ the wiU, the sweet, 
Ab down the vale of years so fleet 

We hold our yaried way. 

Yon mountain, capt with hoary doud, 
Is but an emblem of the proud 

Who striye for grandeur's height ; 
Where misty fears their peace molest. 
And dark suspicion chills the breast, 
While humbler souls with joy aie Uestf 

And innocence, and light. 
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Yon mott-growa ttm^f ki Bphnd/sk fOat, 
Shrinks from the bvunt o£ vHttler^t blagt, 

And hastens to ka doom s 
Who built it rests wMn th^ gfari^ 
And tniBtiid those firm widls woM save 
His name from deep- obMT#00'6 ware 

To ages, yet to bloom! 

The village churcb peepfi^ o^r ycmts^*; 
— ^To man the venerable pile 

A monitor is given ;-— 
And hark !— the bell's funereal tdi- 
Reminds us of our earthly goal : 
— Retire into tliysdf, my soul. 

And make thy peace With Heav^al 
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ODE TO TIME. 

FROM THE FRENCH. 



Who shall unfold thy mystic birth, 
O Time ? what groveUing child of earth 
Can pierce, with unanointed eye, 
To where thy hallow'd sources lie ? 
Before this world's broad base was laid, 
Before the smallest star was made. 
Thou reignedst o'er the boundless shade. 
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The gates of chaos wide expand 

Before that one Almighty hand. 

Ethereal fires dispel the gloom: 

Then did the eternal fix thy doom. 

To nature spake the voice divine^ 

« — Time shall your settled bounds define; 

** Eternity alone be mine." 

Such is thy essence, God of love; 
Thou sit'st in majesty above. 
Whilst o'er this transitory world 
The awful car of time is hurPd : ~ 
Night chang'd to day, and day to night. 
Nay, ages in their circling flight 
Seem but a moment in thy sight. 
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But ly upon this ball of sand. 

In vain extend the opposing band ; . 

Time o'er my head his standard rears. 

And quickly whehns my hopes and fears. 

One point this uniyerse supplies 

To feel my cares» and breathe my sighs. 

That point beneath my footstq> flies. 

Destruction its wide empire lays 

Before my half-averted gaae: . 

Here, moss-grown tombs that scarcely shroud 

The mould'ring relics of the proud; 

There, columns tott'ring to their &U, 

The desert town, the^catter'd wall, 

In tones of awfiil warning calL 
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Earth wanes as time relentless rolls ; 
The elements his hand controuls* 
But whilst that hand, in silence spread, 
Shakes this world's fabric o'er my head, 
My soul it's daring flight can steer, 
Whilst earth's vain baubles disappear, 
To the dread goal of time's career. 



Ages, that long have wing'd away. 
And ye, that bear the future day, 
I call ye : — ^heed the summons bold. 
Be with the present hour enrdl'd. 
The past I raise with magic hand ; 
The present halts at my command; 
Futurity's dark leaves expand. . 
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The sun'8 bright source ahftfi lose its stream. 
As fountains in the summer beam ; 
The wheels of lijfi» shall' cease to turn ; 
The soul of life shall cease to bum ; 
Whilst, as huge fragmenU from on high, 
The stars athwart the troubled sky 
Shall in wide sparkling ruin flj. 



Then shall eternity around 
His fair, his mighty empire found ; 
And in that gulf, it's journey o'er, 
Time shall his shallow streamlet pour : 
Then shall the pure, immortal soul 
See nature's wreck around it roll, 
Enrapt, resign'd, confirm'd, and whole. 
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O Gody who saii'st mHo Ihe sea, 
«-.Thu8 far thy ngiiig eoiuie aball be»' 
Thou, as seem'd fittest in thy sight. 
Hast limited time's oivdiog fli^it • • 
Ah! when shall that dread mom^it rise? 
—-Thou only know'st; i^rgood; all>irise» 
When thou shalt launch that moment fi>rth 
In thunders on the sons of earth. 
Their dea^h shall be that moment's birth! 
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THE SNAIL AND THE GRASSHOPPER. 

A FABLE. 
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As slowly travell'd forth a snaU, 
With horned bi^w^^frnd alioiy .trails 
Bearing aloft his nodding tew!r . 
In triumph o'er the. daisy's flower, 
A grasshopper hafiy came along. 
All nonchalant f with trilling. SQQgy 
With light and airy tread: 
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And having survey'd Don Snafl right well, 
Leapt three times o'er his dusky shell, 

Then tum'd him round and said: 
** Methinks, good sir, you travel slow; 
<< I trust you have not &r to go : 
«« And that great burden that you bear 
« Must tire you sadly ;— have a care ! 
«« Mind how you cross that stem of clover, 
« Or, on my word, you'll both be over !" 
Our friend, the snail, look'd up in scorn. 
And, as he play'd each flexile horn. 
Said to the coxcomb, " Mind yourself; 
«« 'Twere quite enough for such an elf. 
«< As to the house I bear, 'tis true 
« I cannot skip with it like you ; 
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** But wait tiU summer torrents fall, 
** And you, half-drown'd, to shelter crawl, 
** — WhOst I stick snugly on the wall. 
*^ You frolic, heedless, gay, resplendent ; 
*' But know, Tain fool, Pm independent,** 
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PSALM XC. PARAPHRASED. 



O Lordy in tbee our hope hath sped. 
To thee the spirit hath ever fled. 

When wordly woes opprest: 
Before the mountain's traddess height^ 

Before the earth's green vest. 
Before the universe so bright. 

Rose from chaotic rest, 
Thou wert the everhurting God, 
Who endless paths of glory trod* 
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Thy lightDings flaaht tliy thunder peak, 
Or dire disease iraridioiiii steahy 

And nuin the Tictim dies; 
Or, prompted by wild passion's voices 

His foot to ruin flies: 
Again thou bidd'st his soul rejoice. 

And merey lulls his si^: 
And ages in thy sight disf^lay 
The little bounds of yesterday, 

A dreamy night, a darkness past» 
A voice, as of the winter's blasts 

May mark our abadonvy years: 
The grass that creqpetk o'er the pkioy 

Ah! such our life appears! 
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It springeth with the momi^g oAin^ 

And noon the hurvett rtats ; 
But evening brings the nower'i mttop^ 
And ]o ! it lies a withered htap ! 



So we consume, when thy dnad eye 
Darts righteous judgnml from the tky% 

We feel the deadly blight t 
Thy thunders roll^-^our consoieBoe pleads. 

We shun the flashing light ; 
For thou hast man's vamafy deads 

For ever in thy «glit 9 
His secret sins bctee titeeahirar 
Bright as the attmrner*! oriattt i^owv 
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Before thy wrath, Akughty One^ 
Our tale is told, our dayi afe done. 

Our years have wing'd away : 
All numbered see the truants fiy^ 

Their dusky pinions play ! 
Though strength may time's career dt^, 

And hope one moment stay^ 
Soon flows that strength ta scnrrow't shore^ 
And hope departs, and lilb is o'er^ 

Oh ! teach us so oui' days to tell, 
With hearts that o'er thy bounties sweli^ 

With love, with chaiten'd fear, 
That all the dictates of tlqr will 

Our bosoms may revere ; 
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That wisdom may Ihwi $«(% ill 

Secure our fiiotstepft iieiet 
Till, at the last, thy mercy rise; 
And end our journey in' the skieft. 

And may thait mercysooii dUhse 
O'er growing hearts its knwUy dews, 

And bid their bkMsems bean; 
Joy, hope eternal, l^ndBIBg fiuth. 

Such blossoms brightly gleam : 
Wake us from temporary death. 

Oh ! let thy comft>rt stream! 
Reward us for the years gone by. 
When flowM the frequent sorrowing ngh. 
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And let tby •ervanta nqptur'd guse 
Upon the glory of thy ways, 

And to thdr children cry, 
** Thus doth the God of Heaven and earth, 

** Who rules the starry sky, 
** Who summon'd light and life to birth ; 

** — O pmise the Lord on high !" 
And let thy Mqesty descend. 
Our steps to shield, oorworks to mend! 
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THE LAY OP fSABELLE. 



rf - • * * . 



True love,-Jike thit pdlfd rose - 
That peeps tfiirougb winter's fieecyimowsy- 
Blooms when all around is cheerless ; 
Kmdling, glowing, trusting, fteurless, 
Living long, and be^g fruit ; 
Hope supporu it at die root! 

Morning dawns and dluions swell 
Beneath the tower of Isabelle ; 
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Summer sun sheds brightness round. 
And music pours its '* silver sound." 
Proudly march the tuneful throng; 
List, — and you diall hear the song. 

Waken, lady gay ; 

Morning beams to greet thee ; 

Lo 1 in rich array 
He who loves shall meet thee : 

Then from eyes, that aid the day. 

Send one glance to cheer his way. 



Waken, lady gay; 

Can sweet slumber fold thee ? 
He, who breathes of May, 

Hasteth to behold thee: 
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When the feast, the haqp, the hy 
Shall soothe thee on thy bHdtl da^* 

And did she wake with iuttering breart. 
Like one whom hope and fancy blest? 
And did she hail die comtng hour. 
When bridal pomp should deck her bow*r ? 
Ah! no: — a dreary vista rose, 
A scene of grid^ and wizard woes, 
' Before that maiden's waking sigiit, 
And made her dread the morning light. 

But who so blithe as Isabelle, 
Ere this hated wooing fell ? 
Who with eye so bright and mild. 
And heart as light as playfbl child ? 
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Till her father'^ death*bed brought 

Injunction harsh to maiden's thought. 

Ere twelve moons their horns decreased. 

From the day his breath had ceas'd. 

She must at the shrine attend 

Sir Gorgonel, his ancient friend, 

There with ready hand and heart 

To play (alas !) a bridal part. 

Or forfeit, to the next degree. 

Her large estate in Gascony. 

Hand indeed she might bestow. 

But could the heart go with it ? No : 

That had gone, in early youth. 

To one all gentleness and truth. 

Raimonde he, of lineage fair, 

But doom'd not fortune's gifts to bear : 
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Whom her father's tyrant right 
Had banish'd from the maiden's sight. 
To the wars he tum'd hn feet. 
To purchase fame in battle's heat. 
But whether in that stormy hour. 
Or lull'd within the tranquil bow'r. 
His thought still went, disturb'd or free. 
To one sweet spot in Gascony; 
Where dwelt, in sadness and alone, 
A heart as loving as his own. 

Thus twelve moons had nearly sped, 
(With her mute time too quickly fled) 
And called to birth that dreaded hour. 
That wak'd the song beneath her tow'r. 
And lo! he comes, in bright array, 
The gallant wight who <* breathes of May !" 
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He cornea, Uub bridegroom fair and fond. 
Upon a steed caparison'd. 
Whose velvet housings, edg'd with gold. 
Are rich and beauteous to behold: 
Whilst liveried pages round him wait, 
DeckM forth to grace the bridal state. 
But say, sweet Muse, can fiemcy tell 
The features of Sir Gorgonel ? 
It must indeed, those traits to ,hit, 
Be fancy in a wayward fit. 
Essay we then, with pencil faint, 
The bridegroom's op'ning charms to paint 
His eyes were blear'd, minute, and grey, 
And twinkled with a feeble ray ; 
With nose so small, it seem'd, in space, 
A horse-bean glued upon his ftce ; 
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His lips were thin, and dark, and dry ; 
His teeth were moum'd, as thiogs g^M by ; 
His chin, to aid the lack of nose, 
A goodly promontory rose ; 
His skin a sickly colour died, 
And straggling hairs adom'd his bead* 
His back a hunch in triumph bore; 
His paunch was prominent before ^ 
And lest too ponderous wei^t above 
This mountain off its poize should moTe, 
His legs were of grotesque dimensSns, 
And widely spread, with best intentions. 
His cloak with spangle bright was speck'd ; 
His brow with hat and feather deek'd ; 
His boots were red, and spurs of g^ 
The honours of his kni^tkood lold. 
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Such was the form, thai now drew near 
To whisper love in maiden's ear; 
Such was the gentle swain, that cune 
To grace a brid^oom's hallow'd name. 
The pages muster'd left and right. 
And help'd this poi^us to alight ; 
Then led him through the portal wide, 
Where menials bowM 4»n ekher side : 
To the high hall i^ney tnmM dieir feet, 
And wedg'd him in an dbow^d seat. 
** — ^Wfaere is «y lady and my love ? 
** Go, summon forth my gende dove/ 
She came ^^Ate downcast Isabelle. 
But who would looks of «adness teH ? 
Were it a smile the maiden wore, 
I could describe it o'er and o'«r ; 
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Compare it to a flofrV, a ray^ 
A blissfiil dream we court to stay t 
But she, who vkw'd that tender wight, 
And thought iqpon the spousal rite. 
Must feel the horrors of her doom. 
And look — ^like patience on a tomb. 

The hour approach'd; the word had passMy 
The bridal train were gathering fast. 
When Isabelle her chamber sought^ 
To weep in agony of thought* 
** — O Raimonde^ Raimoxidey wert thou here, 
**1 would resign this worldly gear; 
** Would prove my heart from avarice free, 
*^ And live alone for love and thee !" 
Again she sought the hail of state, 
To look resigned, and bow to &te* 
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tlie bridegroom met his lovely prize, 
And merrily wink'd his small grey eyes ; 
And many a loving phrase he tried, 

.And plagued his asthma, till he sigh*d; 
When loud the warder's horn was heard, 
And sav'd him many a gasping word. 
A stranger to the portal came. 
Upon a steed of gallant frame. 
High-seated on his warlike selle. 
And crav'd to see Sir Gorgonel. 
Then lighted at his courser's side 
With such a clang as echoM wide ; 
And, ere the page could reach the haU, 

He followed, striding through them all ; 

Nor stay'd he till the knight he fbuad, 

Wlio paused, and look'd dismayed around : 
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Whilst backward shrank the gazing croud^ 
In silence now, though late so loud. 
And well they might,— for every day 
Reveals not such uncouth array. 
A huge montero cap he wore» 
With silvery death's heads studded o*er; 
From whence a sable plumage hung. 
And round his brow its shadows flung. 
The same costume his cloak displayed, 
And on the ground its skirts pourtray'd: 
Beneath, a sabre large and strong 
Its steel-fram'd scabbard trail'd along. 
His eye was dark, of piercing light. 
Like stars amid the murky night: 
His cheek was of a swarthy hue, 
And huge mustachios forward grew. 
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Those huge mustachios thrice he twirlM; 

These accents then his lips uofiirl'd. 

** Sir knighty with thee my errand lies; 

** The ears of underlings it flies. 

** I bear thy lot, or grief, or glee ; 

^< Pause not, but boldly follow me* 

** Thus far I deign to tell thee here, 

«< — This step decides thy love's career: 

« Remain,— and meet thy adverse fiite ; 

** Follow, — and happy is thy state. 

At the first word that stranger said, 

The maiden's cheek grew blushing red ; 

And then all deadly pale became, 

And sudden faintness seiz'd her frame. 

Yet her blue ^e a radiance bore 

That had in vain been sought before: 
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Her bosom throbb'd with action keen. 
And something like a smile was seen*. 

The knight in features I designed. 
But not a word about his mind. 
It bore, unlike his form t)r &ce» 
An outline difficult to trace. * 
The leading trait in its condition 
Was a large share of superstition: 
Enough to lead him, like a bear. 
To Mecca, or the Lord knows where. 
He could interpret dreams right well. 
And firmly trusted in a spell : . 
Nor venture o'er the threshold durst 
Unless the lucky foot went first. 
'Tis plain, that what the stranger said 
Work'd strange effi^cts in tuch a head; 
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And made him deem no marcih too great 
To learn the crim of hii fate. 
Nay, — as the mmd will sometimes do, — 
Wrought vigour in the body too : 
So, with a wondrous strong devotion, 
He put that body into motion. 

The stranger tum'd him slowly round. 
And trod with measured step the ground: 
N<Hr spoke ; — but stept in silent pride ; 
Tilly passing near the trembling bride, 
A moment's pause he checked his pace. 
And said, with slow and solemn grace. 
Lady, when the hawk is nigh, 
'Twere danger in the dove to 'fly ; 
** But tether the haiwk in hempen string, 
** And then the dove ihay imp her wing." 
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No more he said; but pafusing on. 
Soon from the hall they both were gone. 

The maiden imil'd with inward glee. 
And stole from forth the company ; 
And told her page with secret care 
Her milk-white palfrey to prepare. 
To lead it to the postern gate. 
And there her coming to await. 

Meantime the i^tranger trod fall slow, 
— The lover cotild no faster go,-— 
Till to the turret stidr they came. 
That view'd the evening dcy of flame. 
Up that turret stair they went, 
And almost reach'd the battlement. 
When into a chamber rude 
The stranger's step our knight pursued. 



79 



There it paused; and thus he spoke, 
Whilst echo from her slumbers woke : 
** Far is now the jocun4 train, 
** Distant is each ear profane; 
'* Now thy blissful fate I tell, 
** If thou should'st obey the speD.'* 
The knight, all wond'ring, closer drew. 
When the stranger held to view 
A hempen girdle, strongly bound. 
And work'd with mystic numbers round : 
One end a brazen buckle graced; 
Behind an iron ring was plac'd. 
<* Behold," he cried, '« the valued gift 
My master offers to thy thrift. 
The sage Grinulfo deigns to pour 
His blessing on thy bridal hour. 
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^* This girdle whilst thy body bean^ 
** Thy heart shall taste no nuptial cares : 

Thy spouse shall constant prove and kind. 

Still to thy will alone tnclln*d. 
** Bow then with awe, nor else presume 
** To meet the gift that seals d^ doom." 
Low bent the knight^ and closM his eyes^ 
Nor dar'd to view the hallow'd prize. 
The stranger stoop'd with ready hand. 
And buckled fast the hempen band; 
Then with strong grasp, and blood-shot eye» 
He swung the living mass on high; 
And on a beam that memory knew 
From wall to wall its frame work threw. 
Upon a hooky remember'd well. 
He hung the astonish'd Gorgonel: 
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And, ere he took hb backward tread^ 
These keen sarcastic wqrda. he said : 
** Toothless age wUl vainly Beek 
** To feed upon youth's damask cheek. 
** Thus doth sage Grinulfo pour 
** His blessing on thy nuptial hour. 
** Distant is each ear prophane^ 
*^ Thou wilt stretch thy lungs in vmn, 
** Hang there, sweet Sir Gorgooel, 
«* Whilst I wed thy bride :— Farewell." 

He told the pages jbX the gate. 
They need not fo^ t^ieir master wait: 
His gallant steed h^ tb^Q be^tro^^y . 
And slowly from the^ portal rode. 
The warder saw him tumasid^. 
And past the posters gateway. ride» 
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Then to the greenwood held he on, 
And piercM its shade,— but not alone. 

Who from the greenwood speed awaj. 
With heartfelt smiles, and gesture gay i 
'Tis Raimonde with his bride so true: 
But where is now the swarthy hue. 
The huge monterd cap, and cloak, 
That on the ground in drapery broice? 
—The mask is off, the game is done. 
And lo! he rides an altered one ; 
His cheek is fkir, his brow is bold. 
His doublet is of green and gold: 
Sare the dark eye, of piercing light. 
You could not know the stranger wight. 

Then Raimonde told the happy fidr 
That, by a ]pnd relation's care, 
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He now could boast of wealth, to bless 

The object of his tenderness. 

How, when the dear bequest he kpew, 

Upon the wings of love he flew 

To snatch her from a dreaded fiOe,, 

In doubt such aid might come too late. 

But could a life of kindness prove 

A just repayment of her love I 

An hour elaps'd, nor could they tell 

What had befallen Sir Gorgonel: 

The stranger (such that mass of clay) 

Could never bear the knight away I 

At length the searchers trod the stair. 

And heard a feeble moaning there : 

And they, who to the chamber sped. 

Found him suspended and half dead. 
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Like a stuffed alligator daspM : 
At intervals, indeed, he gasp'd. 
Like some fat carp, by gtmrmandi set 
In bag of moss kept duly wet. 
And fed with milk and sops awhile ; 
And such he seemed, in shape and style* 

Love, in high or low degi^ee, 
Is nurs'd alone by sjnnpathy: 
And age witli youth will vainly strive 
To keep that heavenly spark alive. 
Mild, as blue autumnal skies, 
Yet strong, as wintry whirlwinds rise^ 
Love repels the tyrant's sway. 
And flies before that word ''obey:*' 
But sympathy can bind it ever 
In wreaths that death alone shall sever. 
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ODE. 



Though loud may howl the wintry blast 

Around our earthly bowers. 

Though deep the shadow care may cast 

Upon life's sunny hours. 

Yet in the breast a spirit lives, 

A pulse, that active throbbing gives 

Though nature's welkin widely lowers : 

That points to good, that tends to ill. 

Prompt to seduce, oppose, fulfil. 

Obedient to the sovereign wilL 
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As these unite, decree, and plan. 
They stamp their impress on the man. 



In worldly dreams that spirit flies, 

Nor heeds devotion's fenM sighs, 

Nor hears the orkon, Uiat swells 

Where pale repentance lies. 

And sorrow dwells 

In secret dells, 

Or bids her murmured strains arise 

From dark monastic cells. 

How should such sonods anrest the ear. 

That bides the hum of folly near} 

Whilst at each sprightly tone» 

That hangs round pleasuea's rosea%s Arone, 

Smiles on the lip iqppear* 
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How should such sights attract the eje ? 

The rout^ the masque, die danoe are iiigli ; 

And beauty streams 

Alluring beams. 

That through the eirde fly. 

The laughy the song, the midnight bowl, 

The mirthful fever of the soul. 

Hold undisputed sway : 

The voice of conscience, feebly sent, [^ } 

Is whelmM in sounds of merriment; 

Not yet hath beamM the day. 

When its vibrations, loud and long, 

Shall stay the dance^ shall hush the song, 

And scare delight away. 

The canvass fills: morUds, ye sttl 

To scenes, shall make the stoutest quail, 



\ 



/ 



/ 



88 



That fancy cannot e'en diacem : 
Hold on your course, and woo the gale. 
Short space will youth and health allow ; 
Though hope, with bright bewitching brow. 
Reclines beside the billowy prow. 
Remorse usurps the stem. 



The scene is chang'd : and pleasure's throng. 

In sensual ardour borne along, 

Recede before the chosen few, 

That chaunt the classic song. 

Or they, in nature's secrets strong. 

Who draw the warm admiring crew, 

To the false glare of science true. 

There letterM shades among. 
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Through mazy paths the footsteps stray. 

As vanity directs their way, 

Beneath the cloudless day : 

And error, deck'd in visor bright, 

— Poor semblance to display 

Of truth's unaltered look of light, — 

Leads each deluded wight 

At her anhallow'd shrine to pray. 

He kneels, and gladsome homage doth 

At that fair idol reason's feeU 

Or stem philosophy^ of growth 

Gigantic, is a sure retreat. 

When, to mild gospel doctrines loath. 

The pride of intellect is sweet. 

List,— *mark, — reflect: high justice be^ms 

From Heaven's ethereal seat; 
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Yet mercy's mildest influence streams. 
And woos thee, from such midnight dreams. 
To light, to love, to life, — to themes 
The christian glows to greet. 

Thou art the ruler of the land, 

The rod of power is in thy hand. 

Thy delegates around thee stand. 

And justice flows from thee. 

On thee the eyes of millions gaze; 

A nation bows the knee: 

Around thee rings (he voioe of praise. 

The prayer that wills thee length of days. 

Peace, and prosperity. 

And canst thou hear that praise resound, 

And yet be undeserving found ? 
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It is a satire that they raise. 

Unless thy zeal abound: 

Zeal to direct, controul, and bless. 

Rights to support, and wrongs redress. 

For such thy station should profess. 

And therefore wert thou crown'd. 

And canst thou hear that fervent pray'r 

Rise, like sweet incense, through the air. 

And taste the blessings, duly shed 

By Heaven, upon thy guardian head. 

Nor feel thy spirit burn 

To pour the large return. 

And wide thy genial bounties spread 

Where subject mortals mourn ? 

The hand, that placed thee o'er a realni. 

Weighs well thy conduct at the helm* 

k2 



9« 



Pause theUf whibt yet Ihe beam on high 
Hang! trembling, lest thine alter'd eye 
View the light scale ascend ; 
When he, thy king, thy only friend. 
Is deaf to thy imploring cry. 

Bat who is he of brow intent. 

Type of the spirit firmly bent 

Its purpose to fulfil ? 

— One, who hath walked through each event 

The slave of interest still : 

One, in whose frame the passions slept. 

Subservient to the wilL 

Whose base-born soul hath tamely crept 

Where rank and splendor trod : 

Who balanced not the good and ill, 

If power bestow'd its nod. 
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Yet oft the beauteous vista rose * 

That hope before the sordid throws ; 

When wealth should realize its clainiy 

And he be dubbM, ere life may dose, 

The founder of a name. 

Earth hath thy thoughts, and earthward driven. 

Thy spirit cannot look to Heaven. 

Could time arrest thee on the brink 

Of nature's pitfall, wouldst thou think? 

Aye, — of the grandeur that shall shine 

Around the mansions of thy line: 

But upward, — no,— thou canst hot rise ; 

Earth owns not such a bar, as lies 

Between thy spirit and the skies. 

Mistaken man ! kneel and adore 

The bounty that still grants thee more. 
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Though at thy threthoid lay. 
Rankling from day to day, 
Ingratitude before. 



Fair is the bower; the tendrH creeps 

Its portico around; 

And light through lattic'd casement peeps. 

With fragrant blossoms crown'd ; 

Below, the liquid crystal sleeps. 

Or steals with gentlest sound : 

And smoothest lawn, and arduDg grove 

Invite the welcome ^BOt to rove. 

This is the home of indolence i 

— Hence, spirit-stirriDg ardour, hence ! 

Oh ! come not to this magic seat. 

That stupifies the sense. 
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The lawDy the groTe, the flowers so sweet 

Contaminating gales dispense. 

In this retreat 

The hours may fleet, 

And though no storms around them beat, 

They shed no roses in their flight : 

Can we then trace them with del^ht ? 

— But see, from trackless hour to hour, 

With drowsy eye, but fretful mind. 

The votary, in that sacred bower. 

Lies listening to the wind. 

Why doth his lip convulsive mojg 

In murmurs at his lot ? 

Why doth his glance alternate rove 

O'er bower, and stream, and lawn« and grove, 

As though they were on earth a blot ? 
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Lo ! care, to other gay e iliueen, 
Sits near, and with derisive inieDy 
Holds the broad mirror to his eye. 
And whispers, ** that the dream sh^ fly! 
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The dream hath past: and hoary age. 

Hath written words on life's dark pa§^t 

That blanch the cheek. 

And every thought engage. 

In vain the boastful would be meek. 

The fool wpuld act the sage ; 

Tir*d nature's voice is weak. 

And cannot blissful tidings speak ; 

E'en fancy's warmest glow. 

But creeps o'er scenes below. 
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And that last tyrant treads the stage. 

His skulking slave to seek. ' ' 

Where is the consolation given 

Bj words that man can pour i 

Where is the eye that dw^ on Heaven 

In that distressful hour ? ' ^ ""^' 

No ling'ring part of mortal leaven 

Shall gain a saintly dower. 

The eye, that lifts its feeble light 

To that celestial dome. 

The souly that wings its trembling flight 

To virtue's tranquil home. 

Must aye have fix'd their hope and mighty 

Where Scripture beams its radiance bright. 

Nor joy'd to wealth's high'^trodden road; 

To infidelity's above. 
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Or bloooung bowen where pleasure ^aw'd, 
Unheedingljr to roam. 

Hide now the livid frame below. 
Let earth to earth in siloDce grow ; 
For there it was ordainM to go. 
When gasping breath 
Had sated death. 

And dealt to pride its tedrtal blow. 
But man's high nature ends not so ; 
Mark what the holy record saitb, 
— ^In glorious panoply of fiiith. 
Or lock'd in bonds of fear 
For guilt, for judgment near, 
. Man ends his varied short career * 
To happiness or woe ! 
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THE MAGPIE AND THE COCKATOO, 

A FABLE. 



A Magpie o'er a marrow bone 
Was playing well his part : 

He peep'dy and talk'd in merry tone. 
And pick'd— with all his heart. 

A Cockatoo above him sat 

Within a splendid cage. 

And listened to tbe Magpie's chat, 

With air demure and sage. 
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At length he raised his golden crest» 
And bridling in his head. 

The busy Magpie he addrest^ 
And ** Cockatoo !" he said* 



The Magpie heeded not the while. 
But pick'd with might and main. 

And chatter'd in right flippant style. 
And peep'd, and pick'd again* 



Again his crest the stranger reaPd^ 
And saw'd from side to side ; 

Then at the Magpie down he peer'd. 
And ** Cockatoo !'' he cried. 
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But here the Mi^Ie, at tbecdly 
A moment check'd his way : . 

Look'd up, with *f Bless 418 ! is that di 
** Your worship has to say? 
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Do drop that dull uniiaridd strain ; 
" Change it, — 1 pry thee do :" 
His crest the stranger rais'd again. 
And utterM " CockAtoo !" 



-~ And thus, ^ou^t I, aa on we go. 
Mankind still meet oul: .view : 

Some prate with ever-chaogeful flow. 
And some say ** Cockatoo 1" 
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The 'squire on sporting topics dwells ; 

Lawyers to cases fly ; 
The soldier rears his crest, and swells; 

— *Tis "Cockatoo!" they ciy. 



The politician prosing dreams 

O'er mails arrived or due; 
The merchant o'er commercial themes ; 

— 'Tisonly "Cockatoo!" 



But some one, fight ^ifheart, may aay, 
" Good friend, one word to yoa : 

" Morality usurps your. lay^ 
"And that's all "Cockatoo!" 
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SONNET L 



Thou com'st, O lovely Health !-*The wanton breeze 
Hath painted romw on thy cheek so hk : 
Thou com'sty — ^with smiles, with footstep light as air ; 

Endearing emblems of a heart at ease ! 

Where hast thou strayed, sweet truant ?— ^It i^ees 
HI with thy active habits to repair 
To the throng'd haunts of labour, strife, and dare : 
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'Tif on the hills thy form the hunter sees* 

Yet let me woo thy presence. Didst thou know 

The homage of each prayer this tongue hath dealt; 
Vows, where truth bade each word sublimer grow. 

Thy soul had tenderest vibrations felL 
Thou say'st I courted Patienoe ^— Ah ! not so ! 

—She smoothed the cushi o n, — but to thee I knelt. 
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SONNET 11. 



Hail, charming Innocence I — on earth indeed 
Thy cheek is paler, and thine eye less bright. 
Than when in that first seat of true delight, 

In paradise (so righteous power decreed) 

Thou didst the chosen pair in garlands lead 
To joys — alas ! now whelm'd in jarring night. 
When beast, bird, reptile, all that bless'd the «ight. 

Thy presence own'd, — ^harmoniously agreed. 
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Still thou art charming: — and what endless sighs 
Do mortals breathe, feeling the spirit yearn 

As memory bids those days of peace arise. 
When childhood did thy happy lessons learn ! 

They call thee; — but no soothing voice replies : 
They fled from thee;— and Heaven grants no return. 
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STANZAS. 



I Am not one to cringe and bend 

Before the lordly will of any ; 
I would that each shotdd be my friend, 

And hope that I could muster many : 
But in compacted brotherhood 

Be reciprocity of feeling; 
Contention, but for mutual good, 

In deeds, not words the heart revealing. 

I am not one in flattery bred. 

Not e'en to ladies, gentle creatures ! 
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They are enough with nonaeoBe fed, 
With compliment to mind or features : 

They are the treasures of our way, 
The wholesome sweeteners of existence ; 

And man, proud man, would often stray, 
Bereft of woman's deer assistaDce. 



I*am not one— 1 freely own— • 
To su£Eer wrong with holy meekness ; 

My spirit speaks rebellious tone, 
Alas! it is unchristian weakness; 

Are you disdainful? Be it so; 
Pride in my glance may be detected; 

But doth your soul with kindness glow ? 

Dh ! you shall find that warmth reflected 1 
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th£ dilemma. 



A Note is surely b beoommg feature ! 

— At least the major part of those I've seen ; 
And man without one is a queerish creJEtture, 

However elegant his form and mien ; 
That he, who wears one» is by fo completer. 

In fact, e'en critics, dare not contravene : 
And he, who hath that feafente lost, 'tis plain, 
Looks like a steeple thatlmth lost ilB vane* 



There is a great variety iii hm^ ; 
—Some long and sharp, seem made for sticking flies ; 
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CapaciouB somey for snuff, as one supposes; 

Some arch'd for spectacles, look wondrous wile ; 
This a huge bristly orifice discloses ; 

That scarce exceeds a. hazle. nut in size ; 
Some, thin and flexible, like trumpets sound ; 
Some, cock'd on high, seem gazing pertly rouod* 

Now Farmer Phtnkett had a huge proboscis, 
— But not like any I've above pourtray'd,— > 

That subjected it* lord to many a pro^^ess, 
Where deep vexation on his spiritisi prey'd; 

Till the man's temper, by repeated orosses. 
As ticklish as an unreinVl colt was made. 

'Twas of a sort that bottle-form'd we call, 

And of a fine dark purfdish red withal. 
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It needed the philbftOj^hy of Cato 

To bear the gibes that efaased bim through the street ; 
One swore, 'twas like an Irish red potatoe ; 

Another, like a noble root of beet ; 
One rivall'dy in a poem on its state, O 

Darwin I thy alliterations sweet ; 
Another long'd to touch ; — << It false appear'd 1" 
"Do ;" said his friend, "and gfet your fingers sear*d.^ 



Whene'er he rode by night, the watch dogsr bay'd it. 
Just as in skies serene they bay the moon ; 

Astronomers, in terms of wonder, made it 
The comet, that they all expected soon ; 

Through telescopes of ev'ry size survey'd it. 
From close of twilight till night's 'specttH^ noon r 
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And gaz'd^ and por'd ; and dire condosions drew. 
So marvellously near the earth it flew. 

Poor man ! he was distressed beyond all measure ; 

As you or I, no doubt, would also be. 
If between us and every earthly pleasure 

Our noses stood oppos'd thus sturdily : 
Though snufP-takers may think a nose a treasure. 

He did not with such pungent thoughts agree; 
He wish'd it off, he wished it any where. 
Than thus to stand, a beacon to his care. 



In tliis dilemma to a friend he hied him, 
One, who was ever deem'd a sapient wight ; 

Told how the aim of all was to deride him, 
—-His nose was in his way by day and night: 
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Since doom'd their jest whenever thej descried him. 
He fain would hide the object fVom their sight ; 

V 

Ask'd, if he thought a bag could not be made, 
In which it might unnotic'd be convey'd. 



'* Why/' said his friend, and ey'd him most demurely, 
*^ The scheme is not a bad one you propose ; 

''Bags can be made, to carry things securely, 
^* I never h^ard of bags though for the nose : 

'^But you have weigh'd the matter well; and surely 
** You hope not thus to silence all your foes, 

** For I should doubt, good man, some wicked wag 

« Would ask you, what you'd got within the bag. 
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'Tis very red indeed !— you must have fed it 

** Right well,' to bring it to so rich a hue ; 

Q 
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** 'Twould turn it sonoewhat paler if you bled it, 
** -—Nine or ten leedies might the bu&inefls do : 

** Nay, think not of the pain, — ^}'ou need not dread it, 
** Particularly if such good ensue. 

** But then, in truth, alter that care and pain 

** 'I^would rery shortly grow as red again. 

** Now you might paint it ; that would both be sightly, 
*' And bid defiance to the roguish eye ; 

** If well preparM, and laid on thin and lightly, 
** Tfie effect would be quite striking, by the bye ; 

^* And in your journeys, or by day, or nightly, 
<< No wind or rain would make such covering fly. 

** One thing is much against it, be it said, — 

^* Nothing so deleterious as white lead I 



115 



** Suppose you powder'd it ; — a hasty sprinkling, 

*' Just now and then, would dim its ruddy glow ; 
** Would interpose its curtain in a twinkling 

« 

** Between the hapless culprit and the foe ; 
** No more would jests and laughter then be tinkling 

** Within your ears, as through the crowd you go : 
** In drizzly rain, or when the wind was high, 
<* You might about you bear a fresh supply.'' 



** Powder my nose ? — a good suggestion truly ! 

** Thanksy thanks, my friend ; I'U lay in ample store ; 
** You've hit the nail indeed ; I'll puff it duly ; 

** And have no doubt my troubles will be o'er : 
** I scarce can think upon the subject coolly ; 

** Farewel],— -I feel much happier tlian before!" 
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— And Farmer Plimkett, through the tittering throngy 
With note full powdered, gravely jc^^d along. 



How are we thus by wajrward fimcy cheated! 

She plays with us, as kittens play with mice ; 
She calls us h^py, when by care we're seated^ 

And true she speaks,-^we are so in a trice : 
In July shiv'ringy in December heated. 

Just as her freddsh fingers turn the dice. 
She shuts our eyes and ears,— *for well she can ; 
Then whispers— *of the dignity of man! 
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TH£ MANIAC. 



Travdier. 
What maiden wanderelh o'er the wtkl. 
And singeth like a sportive child i 
Binding her hair with willow wreaths^ 

With harebelby and wild roses. 
And hawthorn sleek, whose blossom breathes 

The sweets that May uncloses? 
The harebell matches her eye of blue, 

But the rosebud shines alone, 
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For her cheek is seen of the lily's hae. 

And her lip's high lint is gone. 
She seemeth one of gentle race. 
In beauty, and in native graoe. 

Stranger,— -for such thou surely art. 

That o'er this wild moor rideth,-^ 
Dost thou boast a generous heart. 
Where pity's throb abideth i 
Thou may'st sigh in pity's tone 
O'er that fiiir but hapless one ; 
All benighted on her way. 
And lost to reason's guiding ray* 
She singeth, aye, and sweetly too. 
Full many an ancient air. 
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And gBtherelh plants of varied hue 

To weave amidst her hair ; 
And sometimes reason's glimmering ray 
Her song and posy will display. 

Traveller. 
Yes, Heaven will sometimes thus bestow 
That spark again on wand'ring woe. 
And when we pitying listeners deem 
The mind must feel the cheering beam. 
And that the gushing eye shall pour 
The tributary healing show'r. 
And show the heart alive again 
To hope, to joy, and tender pain. 
Quick, as a meteor leaves the sky, 
Those dawning lights of reason fly ; 
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Again disjointed visions gleam^ 
And night and folly point tfae dream. 
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But hark ! — ^the notes now clearer rise. 
The maiden's wandering this way lies. 
She comes like one oppressM and sad; 
In mockery of beauty clad. 

As Hwere a thing of nought: 
Anon, her step so dull and slow 
Now trips with light and aherM flow. 

Like magic turns of thought: 
And now the cadence of her song 
Like gurgling streamlet glides along. 
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Mauiae. fSings.J 
Earl Walter was^a peer of worth. 

It was a sight to see. 
He brought the bravest knights to eatth 

By one^ by two, by three. 

The lady from the tow'r look'd out. 
And to her maids said she, 

** Is that Earl Walter rides so stout, 
" And aU for love of me ?" 



And will you walk, my true lore, 
Among the leaves so green I 

The daisies spring for you, love. 
And summer smileth sheen. 
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Where hav6 they laid hmi . 

Under the grans* 
How hare they clad him ? 

Darkly, a)m^. 
Who thither bore him i * 

Field mouse and mole* 
What waa said o'er him ? 

Hoots of ^.QwU 



Now on a cloud be rules the spheres^ 
The sun is hii) mUe« and^tl^e dews are his tears; / 
His laugh is the. lightning, the thunder his nioan^ 
And I'll go to my love, he shall not lire alone. 

Then press me not, Sir Archibald, 
And come not to my bow'r; 
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For maieit^B snow so white and cold 
Will nip fair summer's flow'n 

{Addressif^ the Travdler.) 
O holy man^ thy beads thou teBest, 
And in sacred walls thou dwelliesL 
When the matin bell thou ringest, ' 
And the hallowM h3rmn thou sing^^ ' 
Think of those, who nighUy wander. 
Think of my love, who sittedi yonder; 
And, ere my heart shall wholly wi&er, 
Call down a star^ to take me thid^er. 



Away, away, to the woodlands away ; 
The game is up, and we must not stay. 
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She's gone : as liybt 90 foot of 4e«r» 
That bounds along the mountains here. 
She feels nQt touch of emtbljr woe, 

As to the breeiiii9 she (uopt 
And yet her songs a memory show. 

That dwells 09 earthly tbmga ; 
For still their burthen ^eenos to be 
The features of hfr history* 



TrivoeU^* 
What hapless faith hath stoPn the key 

Of reason from so fair a shrine ? 
And sent her forth the sport to be 

Of those, who feel not touch divine? 
Who think not Heaven will recompense 
These moments of the wand'ring sense. 
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Who dry not pity^g gftntlt ttwr, 

And say, ** The hind of God is beiv!" 



Stranger, I will not lax thy time 
And patlenee at too graal a 6(i9l» 

Lest thou should'«t lose the dity's fair primes 
Ere thqse lone QlouBlaiQfi Ihou hast cro^t ; 

But in the fewest words will tell 

A tale, that memory treaauf 'd well ; 

The rather, as iti ^d di^ilaye 

The wrath of God on sioAil wiqfs. 

Few years have past ritice EHen Seroop, 
Whom beamy yet aoay cell bev own. 

Mid Westmoieiaiid'f aweel maWen group 
In wit as well at beauty shenek 
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Sir James the bold, of LamenddeV 
Had Yow'd ta makt the fair his bride : 
And sooth, if everhosom bam^d. 
His love by Ellen was fetoimM. 
But the Lord of Bdey sair the itoaid. 
And his proud homage sooti dist^ajr'd. 
Though all ttnmeet, I troiTy mu he. 
Had e'en the maiden's heart been free. 
That heart to win, or faith to hold I 
He was a widower, and old r ' 
And one fiur daughter graced Ih^ board, 
The heiress of his ample l^ard. 
But Buley's Lord could sorelj brook 
Repulsive speech and chilling-looh 

From a heart that ne'er could feign : 
He and Sir James too had renewM 
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In bitterness an andent fend^ 

« 

And ripp'd the balC^beal^ vi 
Affiun thus stood, in ^pubtful «^9» . 
Till there qhancM a fSUiig at nerryCavlWe: 
Andman7aki^gbtajp|dbaroii.ir:ent. : 
To the glories ort|)a||, tournament* - 

The Lord of Buley bunat) to j^ve 
His title to swe^tJEUen^V love; 
And vanity so dinin^^ bis ejnes,, >. , • « 
He saw no object but tbe prize ; . , ; 
So forth he rc^if), gallant giuse* 

It boots not hene.,tl]eii^naine« to^.teU, 
Who gain'd applaMse^.f^r bac)kward Ss^ 

Unhors'd upo^ the field ; .> 
Suffice ity that pcottii Ekdey came^ ^• 
With his device, a heart in £anie» , , 

Depicted on his shield: 
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Andy pranctDg to the kfiij^itty grotip» 
Sent forth the nftme of •« Elleii imidp/' 
No sooner were thoio ACoeiM kiioimi 
Than from iJte train uapfA fbrwwd OMf 

In dusky armour bootids 
And, vaulting on tf courset strM^, 
Alertly rode the lists along, 

And took the appointed graimd^ 
No device his buckler spread. 
Nor crest adom'd his lidoiad head s 
His vizor had been doa*d, with care. 
Since first the champions qiatvildrd there* 
They met ;— -as id some stormy bay. 
When tides conflicting boM thbhr way«- 
The dusky warrior bore the bntttt, 

Unshaken on his selle ; 



129 

But on proud Buley's ore^led firoat 

The dire CQoemiwon fell 
With such tr^m^iidoiis QmK 09 wbea 
Cloud auswers thund'rii^ irloud f^&m* 
Back he recoiled upon thQ :cr<Mip ; 
The stranger ctmi, " Let GU^ 6(^qpp 
** Behold thee now/' — (beo^ wbeeliog round» 
He hurl'd hi| foemaa to the ground; 
Where, stung with rage, proud fiutey Uy 
Till borne unto his tent aipay* 
The dusky knight, 'mid sbputs of glo^ 
Then turned him from his yictory; 
And with a graceful ease, h^ bept 
To those who load aiqplaiises senlt 
Then calPd his pfig»» aod Uxhh M v^l : 
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Nor raisM hit vizor once, to claim 
The well-accorded praise, by name. 
Ah ! would his lipe had been but sealed 
In silence on that fatal field ! 
For in the words, that stranger cried, 

The Lord of Buley had discerned 
Sir James the bold of Lamerside, 

And with iteyenge his bosom bum'd ; 
Yet to no mortal ear he told 

The secret of that hour. 
Nor held he to Sir James the bold 

The former pride of pow'r; 
Professing ever and anon. 
That feelings of dislike were 'gone ^— 
As, ere the flame to Heaven spires. 
Sweet verdure screens volcanic fires. 



13\ 



Six months elaps'd; and soon the rite 
These lovers should in bliss unite ; 
Nay, some affirm the bridal day 
Was fix*dy and all in meet array^ 
When, as the twilight closed around. 

Within a valley girt by wood^ 
Some peasants, hastening homeward, found 
3ir James upon the mossy ground 

Breathless, and welt'ring in his blood* 
A wounded page, beside him laid, 

Show'd feeble signs oflifis ; 
And foot-marks, deep-imprest* displayed 

That fierce had been the strife. 
They bore him home to Lamerside ; . 
But who could tell the expectant bride ? 
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He, who had pour'd his latest gf^NUi^ 
Their leader, by the page was koovn ; 
A trusted wight, he owa'd tha call 
Of Buley's Lord la banner'd ball. 

This strong suspicioa ims'd the din 
Of execration on his name; 
And soon Sir James's next of kin 

ti&d startled at the voiGe of faaBie» 
And at the court had urg'd his^ri^ 
To try the issue of the fight. 
King John — who yet dominion grasfi'd^ 
For soon but shadowy power he olasp'd,'-* 
Straight summon'd Bnley'a haughty Lord 
This charge to answer by his sw^ordi 
And nam'd the day, when death or Ufi» 
Must prove the ^eqnri o£ the strife; - 
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When Heav'n^ consakiDg human weal, 
Would pointy if just, the avenging steeL 

The day arriy'd, the lists were set. 
The King, the lords, the people met. 

It was a goodly sight : 
The accusation had beeri read. 
The gauntlet cast, denial said. 

And now approached the £ght. 
When Buley's Lord«^to strike the breast 
With air of innocence opprest, ' 
And hoping by such guiltier show 
To daunt the courage of his fi>e,«— 
In solemn guise his h^lm unlac'd, 
And from his furrowM brow displaced.' 
Then thus in hoUow ton6s began :-*« 
** Barons, behold aa injnt^d mbn ! 
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** Why stand I here, to stain mj swexd 
«< For crime my nature hath abhorred?" 
Then, with stem passion, rais'd his eyes 
To the blue mantle of the skies. 
And cried, ** may Heav'n upon this head 
<^ Launch its loud bolt, and lightnings red, 
** If e'er I saw bis kinsman bleed, 
** Or know the authors of the deedP' . 
He ceas'd } — ^when lo ! whilst yet around 
Hung the terrific tone, 

— Whilst yet his eye 

Dwelt on the sky,— 
He dropt upon that measured ground. 

With a long stifled groan: 
And, ere they flung him o'er his hone. 
Proud Buley was a blacken'd cofse. 
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Traveller. 
Good friend, I thank thee. ^Tis a tale 
Might e'en o'er heedless mirth prevail : 
Might bow the soul to kiss the rod, 
And own the warning voice of God. 
And now farewell. 



Herdsman* ♦ 

The same I say, 
And more,— Heav'n speed thee on thy way, 
To pass these wilds ere close of day. 



T 
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THE LITTLE BROWN MAN. 



Lord Arthur was comely. Lord Arthur was jouog, 
Lord Arthur rode proudljr the nobles among. 
With the plume o'er his brow, and the sword on his thigli^ 
You might long look around you his equal to spy. 



At dawning he rose, to his pages he cried, 
** Go, saddle my steed, through the forest to ride ; 
" And call my fleet greyhounds,— that dart, in the race^ 
Like a shaft from the bow-strings — ^tbe roe-buck to 
chase.*' 



«i 
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Away then he rode, with his greyhounds so fleet. 
He rode through the brake, but no game did he meet : 
The sun was at noon, and the breezes were still, 
When he tum'd to a fountain that well'd from a hiU. 



That fountain ran pleasantly 'mid the grey stones. 
It talked to each flow'ret, and sweet were its tones ; 
And the plane trees hung o'er it tlieir roofing of green. 
Oh ! fays might have sought, and bards sung of the scene ! 

Lord Arthur looked round, for it shone like a dream, 
— ^Whilst his greyhounds were laving their sides in the 

stream,— 
He looked down the course of the rill as it ran. 
And was then first aware of a Little Brown Man. 
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That Little Brovrn Man on the turf had his seat, 
With a tree at his back, and the stream at his fiset, 
And a scowl and a smile on his visage were seen, - 
And the glance, that he darted, was crafty and ke^n* 



Lord Arthur was caught by the light of his eye, 
It held him enthrallM, though he could not tell why ; 
\^en the Little Brown Man spoke with utterance ^oi^, 
In tones that at once were both solemn and low. 



'*Lord Arthur, Lord Arthur, two wishes be tbine; ' 
** In the field or the bow'r it is granted to Aine; 
** Speak freely ; — in battle thy prowess to prove, 
^* Or with tongue of persuasion to win lady^s lore. 
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Lord Arthur then thought of Uie maiden he prizM, 
Of the maid, who his courtship and service d^spis'd ; 
He thought of^tbe pride, that such graces would move, 
And he wished — O delusion ! — ^to win lady's love. 

No sooner he spoke, than the Little Brown Man 

A laugh of contempt so terrific began. 

That the greyhounds, that lay on the green mossy sward, 

Fled yelling away from the side of their Lord. 

Amaz'd was Lord Arthur, and wrath fill'd his eye. 
Yet, ere it burst forth in indignant reply. 
He halloo'd to his hounds, — but the faster they ran ; 
Then he turn'd,— but he saw not the Little Brown Man. 
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Soon homeward he rode, nor continued his 8porl» 
And the scene was dismissed 'mid the joys of a court; 
Where the proud one was tender, and true as tlie dcm^ 
And who like Lord Arthur to win lady's love? 



The clangour of war was now loud in the land^ 
And the flower of the nobles rode forth in a hands 
With the plume o*er his brow, and the sword on his 

thigh, 
Lord Arthur was seen 'mid the foremost to hie. 



But when lance came to lance, and the contest was keen. 
And io each rolling eye death's dominion was seen ; 
When the blood of the slain like a nvidet ran^ 
Lord Arthur then thought on the Litde Brown Man. 
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His bokom was diiOU, and his nerves were unstrung, 
And the battle-cry fklter^d; and died on his'tongiie ; 
D<Mm dropt his godd sword, all confus'd was hb sight. 
He tum'd his proud steed, and he spurred frdm the fight. 

He fled, but in flying was met by a train 
Of the fbemen he fear'd, and his courser was slain; 
And Lord Arthur the winning. Lord Arthur the gay, 
A recreant, in loathsome captivity lay. 

Sore sigh'd he, and gaz'd on the dew-drip[Mng walls. 
For 1» thought of the court, of its splendor, and balls ; 
But what shame and whiftt rage in his bosom began, 
When he spy*d in a leomer the Little Brown' Man ! 
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Yet iQ vain were his feeliogs; the light of that eye 
Again bound him fast in its meaning so sly ; 
No foot could lie move^ or to flee, or advance. 
And he gazM, as one gases who stands in a trance* 

Then the Little Brown Man spoke with utterance siow. 
In tones that at once were both solemn and low, 
** Know, fool,— «who hast chosen thy foiUy to proves— 
** That the bold in the baCtle mutt win lady's love.'' 



Then that laugh of contempt he again shouted roiind, 
Till the walls of the dungeon re«eclio'd the sounds 
Lord Arthur then started, and wild was his mien, . 
*— But the Little Brown Man was no more to bf seen. 
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THE FROG AND THE OX 



A Frog surveyed an Ox when feeding. 

And envy, in his bosom breeding, 

Urg'd him to stretch his bloated figure, 

Then ask his neighbours, ** Am I bigger i** 

They answer, ** Mo.** Again so wide 

He paffii and swells his yellow hide. 

*< Which has it now T' He panting cries ; 

** The Ox," each smiUng friend relies. 

Again, indignant, he distends. 

When lo ! he bursts, — the drama ends. 

u 



146 

Here PhaBdnu, dry sarcastic bard^ 
Hatb lut some people pretty bard: 
Hatb read a lesson to their pride. 
Might make them lay that garb aside. 
And own that satire could avail, 
Were they but conscious where they &il* 
Pride is a vice we own not, ergo 
Pendet in mantkd a tergo: 
And though we are by no means blind. 
What if we never look behind? 

# * 

Blind have I said I Oh I no ^^we view 
Our faulty neighbours through and through; 
And not a tittle can respect them 
In which we cannot voeU dissect them. 

The man of rank across his yftiy 
Will find some envious upstart stray ; 
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One, like the Frog, who bursts his bound, 

To spread vain consequence around. 

Sir Solomon, so lately knighted, 

For servile votes at length requited. 

Views my Lord's dinners with a smile. 

And he too must aflfect a style* 

Good Madam Dip, whose Ill-bred ease 

Well with her vulgar speech agrees. 

Adopts each fiuhion strange and new, 

And she must have her carriage too : 

Sports an '' at home'' to Humble friends. 

And like a duchess condescends. 

Wealth sees its ardent votaries toil. 

And envy haunts the golden soil : 

Fast flows to ruin dear-bought gain 

Where idle competitions reign. 

u2 
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Lo! lettered feme triumphant Bits, 
And views the herd of minor wit9y 
Who puff, and pant, and u|mard prescis 
In pride of full-blown emptineBs. 

Could each conUnlad paoei along. 
Nor quit his station in the throng, 
Nor upwtird gaze with envious eye, 
Nor &ults around him anxious spy. 
Nor nurse his spleen when merit rose. 
Nor wake, by pride, the host of foes, 
Nor joy o'er greatness downward huri'd, 
Oh ! it would be a different world { 
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THE TWIN BROTHERS. 



Thou look'st o'er the valley, where late they were seen, 

Lo ! there did they peacefully stray ; 
O stranger, thou look'st on the thing that hath been, 

And that fled like a night-dream away. 

Since they walk'd in their beauty two moond have scarce 
past, 

Their foot-marks are still on the sod ; 
They fell like two IDies, when struck by the blast, 

And now bloom in the garden of God. 



150 



They had wealth, they had wit, they had titles and worth. 
They had all that man's wishes can bound ; 

But the scythe of the mower, that sweqps o'er the earth, 
Regards not the crop on the ground. 



I saw them the last,— of the friends that were dear,— 

* 

We sat by their favourite tree ; 
Their talk was like beings set loose from this qphere» 
And they looked unembodied, and free. 

I came to their dwelling, when n^ht dropt her pall. 

And shadows so moumftiUy wa?e $ ' 
I call'd on my friends, but none answer'd my call, 

— They lay in the sleep of iAe grare ! 
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A FABLE. 



FROM THE LATIK OF FATHER COMMIRE. 



Once on a time contentioD keen 
Amongst the animals was seen. 
And presently they chose the Ass, 
His^^ 'mid disputes to paiis: 
Because forsooth his eair's expfinse,. 
And formal soleoin countenance. 
Gave promise of an umpire rare, 
Upright and patient, to a hair. 
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First at the new tribunal stood 
The Beesy and deem'd their case was good: 
** Their honey shrunk, their cdls despoii'd ; 
" For thievish Drones they only toiPd.'^ 
The judge here raised his voice In alt, 
".^The BeeSy the Bees were quite in fault!" 
And to the Drones, from trodble freed. 
The liquorish combs he straight decreed. 

Next stood a Gander of condition. 
And gabbled o'er a grave petition, 
In which his tribe most humbly pray'd. 
That due consignment might be made 
To them, and to their heirs for ever. 
Of each particular lake and river : 
Nor Swans such rightful tenure brave. 
The judge a nod assenting gave. 
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Then claimed a Jaokdaw, from the throng. 
The glory of melodious song; 
And called the Nightingale to prove 
His claim to lead the tuneful gipve. 
** Behold, a righteous judge !*' he cried, 
*< His sentence shall our strife decide/' 
** Sing both /' the judge laconic said« 
The bird of night such music shed. 
As, rivalling the touch of art» 
Thrills on the fibres of the heart. 
The very trees that grew around 
WavM their light branches to the sound* 
In vain. The harsh discordant note 
That left his rival's leathern throat. 
Spoke to the judge in sweeter tone. 
And why ?— It was more like his own» 



154 

Enoug^. The D<yTe, bjr such decree^ 
Soar'd o'er the Hawk in victory. 
The Peacock — since he jndg'd it bo,— 
Yielded in beauty to the Crow. 
And Lambfl — ^for thus his dkium stood, — 
Surpass^ grim Wolves in thirst of blood. 

The Fox, with tone and aspect sly. 
Said to the hissing staaders-by, 
** What could you hope in him to meet, 
«< To whom a thistle is a treat?*' 
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TO POESY. 



Shall the worn pilgrim bless the shade 

That screens him from the sultry beam. 
When slumber o'er his eyelids play'd. 

And wrapp'd him in »ome soothing dream i 
^ Shall the benighted traveller bless 

Thelray from cottage casement thrown. 
When night birds mock'd at his distress. 

And strength and hope were nearly gone? 

And shall not I, sweet Poesy, 

Acknowledge what I owe to thee i 

x2 
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WandVing abroad in early days. 

With heart serene and footstep lighty 
Careless (too much!) of blame or praise, 

A wayward, but a cheerful wight, 
I found thee, by a streamlet clear, 

Reclined beneath a spreading tree; 
I paused thy melody to hear, 

— Alas, too dearly sweet for met— - 
The fascination of thy song 
Bound my young heart in fetters strong. 

Thenceforth with thee I Idter'd on, 

I softly carolled by thy side. 
Delighting to thy ear alone < 

Each whimsied secret to confide : 
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With thee I gaz'd on nature's {ace, 

On her sublime exalted mien ; 
And spied minuter traits of grace, 

Which, but for thee, had not been seen : 
And every thought my bosom knew, 
Was cloth'd in thy peculiar hue. 

With proud chivalric enterprise 

— When knighthood claim'd thy tuneful pow'r,- 
I felt my kindling spirit rite, 

And emulation ruPd the hour: — 
When moonlight fays thy song pourtray'd. 

Beside some winding crystal stream 
Dancing beneath the dewy shade. 

How jslept my soul in tranquil dream I 
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Whether to awe, to soothe, or guide, 
I hail'd thee, ever at my aide* 

Years rolled away, and manhood rose. 

And needful absence then was ours. 
For life led on a host of foes. 

Who trample over pleasure's flow'rs ; 
And years of trouble interpos'd. 

Years that might never be callM thine ; 
But toilsome days at length had closed. 

Thy pleasing smiles again were mine : 
Yet still we sometimes breath'd the sigh. 
O'er scenes and feelings long gone by. 

Life has its hours of joy and pain, 
A chequer'd board it stands to view ; 
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Were I in grave or merfy vein, 
Oh! thou didst mope or rerel too: 

Thou hast such rare endowments shewn. 
As oft in friends we vainly seek ; 

A sympathy in mental tone, 
A pleasing echo when we speak, 

A wish to lighten sorrow's load, 

And scatter sweets round life's abode. 



Thus have we stray'd through blissful bow'rs, 
Thus have we toil'd o'er heaths of care, 

Culling from hope's balsamic flow'rs 
An antidote against despair: 

No pilgrim, o'er the trackless brine. 
Felt warmer throbs of energy. 
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Kneeling before Loretto's shrinei 

Than have my pukes own'd for thee : 
And yet, — whilst dearest to my heart, — 
Adieu, sweet Poesy :— -we part ! 



L'ENVOI. 

To those who own poetic fire. 

To those whom tender thoughts inspire. 

To those in whom light fancies glow, 

To those who steal an hour from woe, 

I dedicate these idle lays; 

And wish them joy and length of days. 



END. 
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